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Then Madam ftand refo!u’d»but hopewithall. 

The fdfs fame Gods that armde theQuecne of Tray 
With oportunitic of fharpc rcuenge 
Vponthe ThracianTyrantinhis Tent, 

Mayfauottr Tamorathz Quecne ofGothes, 
(WhcnGothes were Gochcs, and T<smora, was Quecne) 
To quit the bloody wrongs vpon her foes. 

Enter the fonnes of Androvicus a£4>ne* 

Luciff t, Sec Lord and father how wehaucpcrforrnd 
Our RomairtcrightcS, Alarbus limbs arc Icpt, 
Andintralsfecde the facrififing fire, 

Whofc fmoke like incenle doth perfume the skic* 
Remained! nought but to interreour bref hereo, 

And with lowd larucni welcome them to Rome* 

Tuns* Let it be fo, and let And* emeus 
Make this his latcft farewell to theyr foules. 

Sound trumpcts^audUj the Coffin w the Tombt • 

In peace and honour reft you heerc my fonnes, 
Romes readied: Champions, 1 epofc y ou here in reft, 
Secure from worldly. chaunces and miftiaps : 

Here lurks no treafon, hereno cnuicfvvels, 

Here grow no damned grudgges, here arc noftorme*. 
No noy fe, but filencc and eternall fleepe, 

In peace and honour reft youheeremy fonnes. 

Enter Lauima* 

la to* In peace and honour, liue Lord Titus long, 
My noble Lord and Father iiuein fame : 
LocatthisTombetny tributarietcarcs, 

I render for my bretherens obfequies : 

And atthyfeetelknede, withtearcsoftoy 
Shed on the earth tor thy returnc to l^omr* 

O bleflc me heere with thy vi&orious hand, 
whofe fortunes Rom's beft Cmizcns applauld* 

Titus . Kmd that haft thus louingly referude 
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The cord i all of mine age to glad my hart, 
latsinia line, outline thy fathers dayes. 

And Fames eternall dare for vcrtuespraifc. 

Marcus* Long liue Lord Titus, my beloued brother. 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome. 

Titus. Thankes gentle Tribune, noblcbrothcr Marcus 

Marcus* And w elcome Nephews from (ucceffuli wars. 
You that furuiue, and you that fleepe in fame : 

Faire Lords your fortunes are alike in all, 

Thatin your Countries feruice drew your fwords. 

But fafer triumph is this funerall pompc. 

That hath afpirde to Solons happines, 

And triumphs ouer chaunce in honors bed. 

Titus Andr onsets ft the people of Rome, 

Whofe friend in iuftice thou haft cuer bene, 

Sendtheeby mctheirTribune and theirtruft. 

This Palliament o* white and fpotlefle hue, 

And name thee in elettion for the Empire, 

With thefe our late deccafedEmperours fonnes: 

Be QmJUdatus then, and put it on , 

And helpctofet a head on headlesRome. 

Titus* A better head her glorious body fits, 

Then his, that fliakes for age and feeblenes : 

What fhould I d’on this robe and trouble you, 

Be chcfen with proclamations to day, 

To morrow yeeld vp rule, refigne my life. 

And fet abroad new bufinesforyou all. 

Rome l haue bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 

And led my Countries ftrength fuccei>fuliy. 

And buried oneand twenty valiant fonnes, 

Knighted in Field, flaine manfully in Aimes, 

In right and feruice oftheir noble Countric : 

Giue me a ftaffe of Honourfor mine age. 

But not a feepter to controule the world, 
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